PARTI
I

WE were born at 18 Aldford Street, Park Lane. The house
has been pulled down. It was dark because it turned its back
on the sun. Our mother's drawing-room was generally bright
with flowers, but our nursery nearly always smelt of gas.
It was lit by a gas jet which leaked, and when in winter the
windows were opened to let out the smell, they let in the
fog.

From the earliest age I longed for country and flowers and
sunshine. In summer, when the green grass lawns of Hyde
Park began to throw up small daisies, I used to dodge the
park-keeper and get through the railings to pick the longest-
stemmed ones.

Once we were taken to the country, but I do not know
where it was, nor when. I remember only a golden field of
buttercups and my brother Peter standing irresolutely at the
five-barred gate, unable to persuade himself to go into the
field and tread upon them. My brother's name was not
really Peter, only I called him so. He was christened Oswald,
but being very small at birth Nene, our nurse, called him
"Weenie/' My other brother, Hugh, survived owing to
Nene's care. Like all good English nurses she preferred the
" boys/' I, being large; healthy and normal, made no appeal.
Nene surnamed me " Poor Clare," and nobody knows why.
Perhaps she had a premonition.

My mother was one of three American sisters, brought up
in Paris. They were known individually as " the beautiful,"
"the witty/* and "the good/' Jennie Churchill was the
beautiful one, Leonie Leslie the witty one and my mother
qualified as good, but she was also very pretty. Only I do
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